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THREE UNSTUDIED PORTRAITS OF GOVERNOR WILSON

T is highly important that the

people of the United States should
not deceive themselves regarding
Woodrow Wilson. The man is

less transparent than he seems.
He thinks in ultimates. He sees

to the end of the road before ever

he takes the trail. In his book
on "Congressional Government,"

written twenty-seven years ago, there are not want-
ing evidences that he was thinkinjr even then that

he might some day be President. He has the most
undaunted faith in the results of his own mental
processes. His personal resources have apparently
not even been taxed—no man knows whether the

bottom of them lies just under his present keel or
fathoms deeper. He enters the arena rejoicing as a
strong man to run a race. He has never been beaten.

His supposed defeat at Princeton was a victory. The
trustees who voted him down, knighted him; they
plumed and heralded him as the champion of de-

mocracy. That was the launching of the man upon
his career.

The first task to his hand was the governorship
of New Jersey. The conflict was short and sharp.
He turned the bosses out and the people in with ri-

diculous ease. By methods the most simple and di-

rect he went out and won the nomination for the

Presidency on the Democratic ticket. Immediately
thereafter, without the quiver of an eye-lash, he
reached out and turned the National Democratic
Committee into a piece of political pottery conceived
strictly for purposes of ornamentation. By the same
twist of his wrist he created something else entirely

new in Democratic Party management, the executive

committee or campaign cabinet. This machine is

small but of great power and geared high. Wilson
himself sits at the wheel. And the old leaders did not

even gasp; the spell of the cock-sureness of Wood-
row Wilson was upon them.

Two Views of Wilson

NOW there are two sets of opinions regarding Gov-
ernor Wilson. Some argue that he is a good mixer

;

others argue that he is not a good mixer, being a pro-

fessorial, arm's-length, prune-eating sort of person

for whom even heart-throbs are merely muscular
reflexes to be measured and observed as scientific

phenomena. Some will tell you that he has no inti-

mates,—they make it even stronger—not a single

intimate, with whom he shares the inner stirrings of
his mind; that the only person who has ever stood
with him in the conning tower while he steers the
ship of his career is his wife. Others aver that he
has quite a group of intimates : eminent lawyers, busi-

ness men and university professors, who come regu-
larly to see him, and that he spends hours with them
in the frank disclosure of his political soul. The
probability is that both judgments are correct; yes,

life is at least as contrary as that, and individuals

constitute the originating contrariness of life. From
my own experience, I can only make this one ven-
ture : when you sit down with the Governor of New
Jersey upon his broad piazza at Sea Girt with two of

the many great rocking-chairs set closely vis-a-vis,

and the conversation which starts at random begins

to lead into the deep-lying purposes of the man's
heart and his voice drops to a confidential note, while
his long fingers steal up your wrist past the elbow
to a gentle pulling grip upon your upper arm as if

he would hold your very soul to him while he talks,

you are going to feel as you leave that you have
been close to a very great and simple man who has

trusted you and whose confidences you would not be-

tray and whose cause you would not injure for ten

thousand worlds.
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And yet I must write with unvarnished words;
not a sketch of his life—everybody knows that by
now—but a survey of his thinking, must try to show
Metropolitan readers enough of his mental history
for them to form accurate conclusions as to what
manner of man Woodrow Wilson is, and for what
goal he is making. There is a blemish on the brow
of Woodrow Wilson, a mole-like patch just at the
end of the white line that marks the part in the
dappled gray of his hair. You will not observe this

in many photographs ; the camera sees it, of course,
but the considerate artists touch it out

;
yet those who

love Woodrow Wilson intimately must love the
brown mole also. And now as we look at his career
let us push our camera close and try to see both ac-

curately and fairly the perfections that are admir-
able and the faults that are lovable.

Wrote a Book about Government at Twenty-nine

YOUNG as Woodrow Wilson was when he published
"Congressional Government/' twenty-nine years old,

in fact, he made a book that went to the heart of our
Governmental system like an X-ray. He was dissat-

isfied with what he found—and said so. Hear his

saucy indictment

:

As at present constituted, the Federal Govern-
ment lacks strength because its powers are divided,

lacks promptness because its authorities are multi-

plied, lacks wieldiness because its processes are
roundabout, lacks efficiency because its responsibil-

ity is indistinct and its action without competent
direction.

Oh, lackaday! A plentiful aggregation of lacks,

indeed! Yet one need not follow the young man's
arguments far to see that he was thinking perti-

nently and truly. The years that have passed only

make his judgments seem the more accurate.

Our young economist did not like things done in

a corner. He complains when the white light of

publicity is not shining. He tells us that "ours is a
Government by the standing committees of Con-
gress," and that "the privileges of the standing com-
mittees are the beginning and the end of the rules"

;

that "as a rule a bill committed is a bill doomed . . .

It crosses a parliamentary bridge of sighs to dim
dungeons of silence . .

."

"Power," he complains, "is nowhere concentrated

. . . scattered among many^small chiefs," T.e., the

chairmen of fef^g^<^©OgIC
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He believes very much in

parties : "The great need is not

to get rid of parties but to find

and use some expedient by

which they can be managed
and made amenable from day

to day . . . outside of Congress

the organization of the Na-
tional parties is exceedingly

well-defined and tangible.
Within it is obscure and in-

tangible ... no visible and
therefore no controllable par-

ty organization."

And now hear him go on:
"In the British House of Com-
mons the functions and priv-

ileges of our standing commit-
tees are all concentrated in the
hands of the ministry, who
have besides some prerogatives
of leadership which even our
committees do not possess so

that they carry all responsibil-

ity as well as great power . . . the ministry, this

great standing committee, goes out whenever it

crosses the will of the majority." We, too, he thinks,

must make our parties responsible. ''It is plainly

the representation of both parties on the committees
that makes party responsibility indistinct ... the

difference between our device and the British is that

we have a standing committee drawn from both par-
ties for the consideration of each topic of legisla-

tion, whereas our English cousins have but a single

standing committee which is charged with the orig-

ination of legislation ... A committee composed
of the men who are recognized as the leaders of the
party dominant in the state, and who serve at the
same time as the political heads of the executive
departments of government. The British system is

perfect party government."
And his conclusion is that : "We have in this coun-

try, therefore no real leadership because no man is

allowed to direct the course of Congress, and there is

no way of governing the country save through Con-
gress which is supreme."
Nor had young Woodrow Wilson any very great

use for the Senate of the United States when he
wrote his book, because among other reasons, he re-

garded the Senate as lording it over the President
after a manner that was somewhat more lordly than
the Constitution-makers intended. Indeed, the author
of "Congressional Government" wrote with an un-
concealed sympathy for the Executive. "The Eng-
lish system," he explains, "is a limited monarchy
because of Commons and Cabinet ; ours may be said
to be a limited Democracy because of the Senate."
Not strange is it, in the light of this, that the other
day the Senate was pointing resolutions at Presi-
dents and forewarning both itself and candidate
Wilson by reading parts of this book and meditating
aloud thereon. Evidently, too, those book-read-
ing, speech-quoting Senators failed to realize that
they were merely illustrating Professor Wilson's
book afresh for him. As for instance, this: "All
through the direct dealings of the Senate with the
President there runs this characteristic spirit of ir-

responsible dictation . . . the President may tire the
Senate by dogged persistence, but he can never deal

with it upon a ground of equality . . . the Senate
always has the last word ... it dictates to another
branch of the Government which was intended to

be coordinate and coequal with it."

And by way of full measure for the Senate, the
book-writer has the aptest word for its presiding of-

ficer, the Vice-president, that was ever set into type,

observing most sententiously, "His importance con-
sists in the fact that he may cease to be Vice-presi-
dent."

And when he comes to talk of the Executive, to

whose position the twenty-nine-year-old may already
have begun to aspire, the book loses none of its

spiciness. He reveals his impatience with the semi-
responsible position of the dominant party through
our system of office tenures, when he observes with
unveiled sarcasm: "A prime minister must keep
himself in favor with the majority. A President
need only keep alive."

Views on "The Highest Office"

THERE were moments, too, while this book was
making, that the professor did not think highly of

the President's job, as, witness: "The business of

the President, occasionally great, is usually not

much above routine—most of the time it is mere
administration, mere obedience of directions froni

the masters of policy, the standing committees."

THE "LITTLE WHITE HOUSE." GOVERNOR WILSON'S SUMMER HOME AT SEA GIRT. N. J.

The Baltimore platform proposes to limit the

Presidency to a single term. The youthful profess-
or had no such idea when he wrote: "But even
Americans are not Presidents in their cradles. One
cannot have too much preparatory training and ex-
perience who is to fill so high an office. It is diffi-

cult to perceive, therefore, upon what safe ground
of reason are built the opinions of those persons who
regard short terms of service as sacred and pecul-

iarly Republican principles." He felt like suggest-
ing also that "for the sort of Presidents needed un-
der the present arrangement, it is best to choose
amongst the ablest and most experienced state gov-
ernors."

State governors ! Do we not begin to see some-
thing uncanny in the exceeding canniness of this

book of seven and twenty years agone? Its author
blazed the course for others and is now himself upon
that way.
But reverting finally and for the last time to the

general drift of the book, it should be understood
clearly that what its author was inveighing against

most sharply was our good, old, our holy and hoary,

our vaunted and revered, system of checks and bal-

ances. Because of these he finds authority pieced,

cut into small bits and responsibility not fixed, and
finally he blurts out: "Somebody must be trusted!

Power and strict accountability for its use are the

essential constituents of good government."
Doubtless the opponents of Woodrow Wilson will

make use of this book to embarrass him; yet truly

GOVERNOR WILSON AND HIS CAMPAIGN
MANAGER. WILLIAM F. McCOMBS

there is nothing in it to make
a thoughtful citizen anything
but proud of the man who
wrote it ere he came to thirty

years. Besides, if Woodrow
Wilson wrote anything in the

book likely to embarrass him
now, he ought to be excused #
and absolved of it before he

enters upon the campaign. He
says so in the book. That is

the uncanniness creeping in

again. The man wrote with

strange prescience; he seemed
to know his mind would range

far, that he might do and say

some things he would wish to

be quit of when he ran for

President twenty-seven years

later, so here is what he print-

ed at the bottom of page forty-

two. "A decisive career which
gives a man a well-understood
place in public estimation con-

stitutes a positive disability for the Presidency, be-

cause candidacy must precede election, and the shoals
of candidacy can be passed only by a light boat which
carries little freight and can be turned readily about
to suit the intricacies of the passage."
Does not the sageness and the pertinence of this

observation become amusing in the present situa-

tion? To-day the good ship "Woodrow Wilson,"
draws a good deal of water, and already its captain
has unhesitatingly pitched from his decks by frank
retraction or plausible explanation several embar-
rassing pieces of cargo.

Strongly Partisan

WHEN we come to inspect Woodrow Wilson's
political speeches of the last two years, it is evident
at once we are looking on finished work. Every
phrase is balanced and weighed. No speaker in

America is a more skilful picker and sorter of words.
He avoids strong language but he makes strong
statements. His paragraphs are burglar proof. They
may appear lightly thrown together but they resist

attack. Many of his sentences are like slip-knots;

the more they are struggled against the tighter they
press. Not that Governor Wilson is incapable of

platitudes. He is. And none is more skilful in the
wooing of an audience with amiable nothings, al-

though even at such times it stands one in good stead
to see if the Governor has not tied the nosegay with
some strand of thought that will later serve to bind
stouter things than sprays of rhetoric.

The first thing to notice about the statesmanship
of the mature Wilson is that it is strongly partisan.
He believes in political parties. Particularly he be-

lieves in the Democratic Party. This cannot be stat-

ed too clearly or emphatically. Woodrow Wilson
cannot be understood as a non-party man, nor as a bi-

party man, nor as a Progressive Republican running
on a Democratic ticket ; he must be interpreted as a
Democrat, and a Democrat with the biggest "D" in

the case. He was born a Democrat. He has con-
sistently lived and voted a Democrat. His appeal
for the Presidency was made to the Democratic
Party, and he has expressed his admiration for that

party in terms as undiscriminatingly enthusiastic as

any man whoever pronounced its shibboleths or
shouted its slogans. He declares that "the Demo-
cratic Party has remained free to act, free to take
on new elements of popular impulse, free to read
new times in new terms."

His next faith is in party leadership. He thinks
the Executive in state or nation should be the lead-

er of the party which elected him, not titularly but
actually. "Do not vote for me," he said to the elect-

ors in his New Jersey campaign, "if you do not wish
me to be the leader of the party."

His Republican opponent announced that he would
be a constitutional governor, meaning thereby that

he would concern himself solely with the adminis-
trative function of his office and not seek to influence
law-making. This rang upon the shield of Wilson
like a challenge. Doctor Wilson answered back: /

"If that is what it means to be a constitutional gov- '

ernor." and there was a gleam in his eye as he said

it
—

"then I will be an unconstitutional governor."
And he has been

!

He had nothing to do with the making of the
Democratic platform of 1910 in New Jersey. But he
stood on it, campaigned on it, and made himself re-

sponsible for it, and directly upon inauguration went
to work to see that its pledges were enacted into

law. When members olHrbe Democratic majority
in the lo^r^u^r^e^QsQ^lignterfer-
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ence, saying in effect: "We are the legislature; you
are the governor. Keep your hands off !" he replied.

"I am the leader of the Democratic Party in the

state. I am going to see that the Democratic legis-

lature keeps its pledges to the people." When that

Democratic majority caucussed on the Geran Elec-

tion Bill, Woodrow Wilson walked into the caucus
^ in his dual capacity of governor of the state and

leader of the party, and asked for the bill. The
argument was fierce, but the Governor stood on his

feet for three solid hours and fought the bill to vic-

tory.

It was in accordance with this conviction— that the
executive is the head of the party— that Governor
Wilson immediately after his nomination seized ab-
solutely the reins of Democratic Party government.
He became the dictator, the boss, probably more
completely for the time being than any man has ever
been the boss of the Democratic Party. But there is

a difference between the boss-ship of Wilson and
that of a Sullivan or a Murphy. The distinction is

happily made for us in an address before the Gen-
eral Assembly of Virginia on February 1, 1912,
wherein Governor Wilson said:

"I believe that party success is impossible without
organization ; but I make this distinction between the

organization and the machine—organization is a
systematic cooperation of men for a common pur-

pose, while the machine is a systematic cooperation
of men for a private purpose."

Thus do we begin to understand Governor Wilson
clearly. He is appealing to the voters of the United
States as a Democrat ; he is asking them to register

their faith in the ability of the Democratic Party

—

quoting from his Harrisburg speech on Democracy's
opportunity

—
"to prove true to its traditions and sup-

ply them with men and measures." Yet the Gov-
ernor is only too conscious that there are many vo-

ters who have small faith in the working efficiency

of the Democratic Party. Speaking of them in his

Nashville speech on "The Tariff and the Trusts," he

said: "They believe the Republican Party is the

only party which has shown practical genius in un-

derstanding and administering the attairs of the

nation . . . They say, *Yes, we agree with the Demo-
crats, but the Democrats don't know how to

do it.'

"

Now Woodrow Wilson believes that he does "know
how lo do it." He thinks he proved this in New
Jersey. He is anxious to prove it in Washington.

Should the opportunity come, he will immediately
set himself to the task of helping Congress to do bet-

ter than it otherwise could. His instruments are two

:

his theory of party leadership and his skill in appeal
to the public voice. Undoubtedly he will prefer per-

suasive measures; but in Jersey when a legislator

was not amenable to the soft phrase of peace, the
Governor used to propose to debate the issue before
the man's own constituents. Imagine the President
of the United States going down into Tennessee or

out into North Dakota to tell the folks at home how
their Congressman was behaving; few Congress-
men will lightly court such odium.
Summing thus much of what has been written,

the reader now gets a picture of the new Democratic
tiger, in mortar-board and spectacles, peering out of
his lair, keen, masterful and purposing. And what
does he purpose ?

His Indictment of the Tariff

ABOVE and beyond all else he purposes an assault

on the tariff—such an assault as the tariff has never
sustained before. Woodrow Wilson regards the pro-
tective tariff as the root of most of our evils. He
seems always to have been against it. We see him
in his school days at Princeton refusing to enter a
debate where he might have won a coveted prize,

simply because he had drawn the affirmative side of
the Protective Tariff question. He would not argue
in support of a thing in the evil of which he believed
so emphatically even then. His book from which we
have quoted so freely, issued in 1885, frequently re-

veals the bias of his mind on this subject, and no-
where more clearly than when referring to Alex-
ander Hamilton's famous report on manufactures,
in which, he says, "were laid the foundations of
that set of protective tariff duties which was destined
to hang all the industries of the country upon the
skirts of the federal power, and to make every trade
and craft in the land sensitive to every wind of party
that might blow at Washington."
To the Economic Club of New York so recently

as May twenty-third, Governor Wilson said of some
other point: "Let me illustrate it by the tariff, be-

cause every business question in this country, whether
you think so or not, gentlemen, comes back, no mat-
ter how much you put on the brakes, to the question

of the tariff."

The tariff he holds responsible for the trusts. "It

is behind the shelter of the tariff wall," he tells a
reporter for the New York World, in December,
1911, "that the trusts have been able to build up a

system by which they have limited opportunity, and
all but shut the door upon independent enterprise."

Governor Wilson charges the tariff, too, with hav-
ing deliberately destroyed our merchant marine. "By
the most stupendous stupidity on record," he tells

the people of Nashville in his address on the tariff

and trusts, "we have obliterated our merchant ma-
rine." He tells the real estate men of Boston, too,

that, "We have bound ourselves hand and foot in a
smug domestic helplessness by this jacket of a tariff

we have wound around us." But it is not until he
gets down into his native Virginia that all the pent-

up convictions of his soul as to the tariff as a com-
merce-killer are poured out. There he says that

"every manufacturer is waking up to the fact that if

we do not let anybody climb over the tariff wall to

get in, he has got to climb to get out; that we have
deliberately domesticated ourselves, that we have
deliberately cut ourselves off from the currents of
trade; that we have deliberately divorced ourselves

(Continued on page 6i)

T)PPENHEI

UENTIN was walking on lower
Eighth Avenue ; but not alone, as

was his usual custom. He was
with Charlie Howe; and the two
young men were experiencing the

delicious shock of respectable

up-town taking a social bath in

elemental down-town. They were
charmed by the slangy and

cheaply brilliant youths who infested the corners

and fluttered moth-like about the women ;
they loved

the impudent bare-headed girls whose laughter and
whispers and darting speed wrought a magic in the

hot June night. It seemed necessary, for them to

smoke cigarettes and give themselves with drunken
abandon to the street-parade, that they might ex-

press the daring romance of this night-adventure.

Up and down the avenue ran rows of milky arc-

lights; along the central tracks dim cars came and
went; belated trucks held the gutters; saloons, a

theater or two, shops surmounted by electric signs,

and brilliant store-windows walled the pavements;
and above the soft-shadowed glow the veiled skies

dreamed starrily. Far as the young men could see,

up-town and down, humanity swarmed through the

city . . . Both of them overflowed with laughing life.

"Quentin," said Charlie, "let's get Sadie Waxel-
baum to hand us a couple of raspberry sodas."

"Raspberry?" echoed Quentin, dubiously, "you
mean cotton-seeds with pink flavoring."

<r
Wfll, anyway," said Charlie, "if the beauty

wants to poison us,

let's die gallantly."

Quentin followed
him, but in fear. He was afraid of Sadie. A sticky

odor of syrups and carbonic acid gas and warm
clothes was blown in their faces by the slow glide

of the oar-like fans overhead; they were enveloped
in the noise of lips and spoons and sizzling spray

;

and they were jostled in the crowd, which thronged
against the shining bar and sat about the tables in

the rear. Youths were everywhere "treating" their

best girls. And Quentin, elbowing a place at the

lower end of the bar beside Charlie, felt the brilliant

excitement of peril. The pulsing stir of the place

seemed a cyclone, the center of which was Sadie.

With bare arm raised, she was pulling a handle,

and watching the white fangs of the spray shoot
into the chocolate of a glass . . . Then she turned
and saw him, and changed from a tired drudge into

a bright-eyed siren. Her lips parted; she laughed
softly.

Quentin was overwhelmed, and looked away. And
his heart oppressed him when he heard Charlie's

brazen voice:

"Say, there, Sadie; come across with the poison."

Her voice, slightly Teutonic, came clear through
the hum:
"Good evening, gentlemen ... all right, now:

yes, you said chocolate . . . no, wait a minute there,

I'm busy . . . You came first ? You don't say so

!

Well, you can get pimples, waiting . .
." And then

her voice drew, like a strong danger, close to Quen-
tin's ear and he was forced to look up . . . "Hello!

. . . Say, Mr. Charlie, what's his name?"
Quentin had one look at the big-bosomed girl,

the pale cheeks, the bold black eyes, as deftly, apron
in hand she wiped off the dripping bar; then he
looked down, profoundly abashed. It seemed to him
that the huntress had raised her spear; there was
that in her softened voice, her eager glance, the

projection of her whole feminine spirit, that made
him helpless.

"His name?" mocked Charlie. "Come, child, tell

the lady your name."
Quentin muttered something about, "quitting it."

Sadie laughed softly.

"La, ain't he innocent, though? And with looks

that make me sorry for myself."

Whereupon Quentin blushed—blushed a flaunting

crimson.
"Well, look at that !" murmured Sadie. "Oh, isn't

he beautiful?"

The guttural voice of a man pierced from afar

then

:

"Sadie, what the devil you doing there? There's

twenty people waiting. Now get a move on."

"Tut !" she murmured, giving her head a toss . . .

"Well, Mr. Charlie, what'll yer have?"
"Raspberry."
"And I'll put some love^-m- it for the -rosy kid,"

Sa
CharHr^it^tte/a>^!O IC


